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Her Cynic Mother!
Banished Illusions
GIBBETED (iDDS. By Lillian Burnett.
The Century Company.
MIPS BURNETT, like Ben Jon.

son, has a Hair for what
wore once called humors.

She Is the author of "The Sinister
Revel," and in "Gibbeted Gods" she
again draws convincingly a very cynicalwoman. Her story deals with the
blight which was thrown over the
childhood and later life of Charlotte
Baird by Paddy, her adored mother.
Paddy had an intense delight in shatteringall illusions. She told her
daughter that no intelligent person
over 7 believed in God any more than

i, i
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I Lillian Burnett

^ I in Santa Claus. The child
' } I ill Mr. Paisley, the minister, and

A Jy replied: "That's his business,
K| / his belief." Paddy swept the Sunlyschool teacher out of the argumentby saying1 that she was in love

with the Paisley person. The poor
child is crushed.
Mrs. Evelyn Scott is the only writer

who is more adroit in depicting unpleasantcharacters. Paddy is thus
described: "But one glance of the
tanny eyes, with their bafHing quality
of reckless mockery, and Paddy stood
confessed a cynical woman of thirty|eight with youth long since forfeit to
experience. She was vastly amusing,
with a random wit, but the cynicism
that underlay her most trifling utterIances had a strange power of blight."

Edna Ferbor has begun work on a

new book, although the memories of
her wonderful mountain climbing
holiday must certainly disturb somewhather efforts to write about plain
people. Perhaps we are wrong. Such
a vacation should inspire an author,
no matter what her theme. But then,
she has other things to worry about.
Her plans for this autumn include
many lecture engagements. Early in
Xovember she expects to he in the
middle West and speak in Toledo and
Kansas City.

AN A^

Harry Hansen in the Chicago
This is a first novel that dis
power; a strange, unusual book
loguing; a story propelled forwai
that of water in a millrace: a bo<
writing tradition and is bound
ventions, that sacrifices words to
words: that takes a thought and
it up to the light and observes i
dazzling colors; that revels in s1
metaphors, heaps up odd exotic ii
delights, surprises. . . . Fifi
when you and I and most of the
gone, it will be still sought out
dered."
John Mary in the. New York
"The excitement and speed of tl
trust, give it wide popularity, am
lish Mr. Ilecht's fortune that
excuse for writimr anvthinir but
better. With those of us who th
thing about literature, his fortune
The Weekly Revifw y : "These
brilliant and savage satire upon t
and upon human nature in genen
The N. Y. Evening Telegram *aj/i
arrived with both feet. There
put it. . . . It is all devilist
not too clever."
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THE LARK. By Dana Burnet. Little,
Brown & On.

U r | MIK LARK" is an example of
I the changed goals in fiction.In the earlier type of

popular novel the heroine found a

man.or let herself be found by one.

Burnet's heroine finds herself. And
the end of the book is only a beginning.The reader goes on imagining
Teresa's life as it will unfold after
that transforming discovery.
There is enough "action" in this

novel to make a sensational melodrama.Yet the real interest is the
inner life of the characters. This developmentis not analyzed fully, but is
rather suggested and left as a series
of unanswered questions.
A nameless baby is left at a Cuban

convent. There she is cared for especiallyby one sister.not the least attractivepersonage in the book. Then
comes a wealthy American who
undertakes to pay for her musical education.He marries her to shield her
from unhappy consequences of his
brother's intensive love making.
Teresa does not understand her '..wn

f'nol » rr fnr fVia tnun Krnt hnra SVin

thinks she hates the one to whom she
Rave herself. But her husband is
wiser than she is. He has a strange
clairvoyance. But only after his
death does she realize her true relation
to him. And in her awakened \heart
the apparent separation joins them
for the first time.
Without any of the machinery of

spiritism the book is full of hints of
the influence of invisible forces.
Teresa happens to be a sinRer. This

fact is oniy of importance as a means
to the end of her self-realization.
Yet her music teacher is himself a real
person, with his own questionings as

to immortality. Here is a glimpse of
the circle in which he lived. He has
arranged a "party," though he hates
that kind of thing.
"Most of the guests were musicians

or had some connection with the musi-
cal world. They were a cosmopolitan
lot, hut their names apparently had
been selected from common sources.
chiefly Italian and Russian. This appliedeven to the Americans, so that
Richard and Peter and George became
in deference to professional superstitionRiccardo, Pietro and Giorgio.a
translation absurd in Itself and generallysignificant of the fact that
America is still largely the musical
dependent of Europe. (
"Teresa heard one of the guests.an

overgrown boy with fair hair and a

snub nose.inveighing against this
provincialism.

" 'It makes me sick,' he observed,
with youthful candor. 'You'd think we
hadn't any life of our own to express.'

" 'America lacks soul," said the personhe was talking to, a pale, stout,
little man with fat hands and a kind
of gloomy dignity. '&he lacks tradition.
She hasn't any artistic background.'
"'No such thing. Plenty of it.

Natural and artificial. Niagara Falls
and Pittsburgh. The Grand Canyon,
the Mississippi River, the Thousand
Islands, Santa Fe and Gloucester,
Mass. As for tradition, how about the
American and Mexican Indians? How
about Daniel Boone and Davy Crockett?Why doesn't somebody write an

opera about blast furnaces and coal

BLANCHE OF PRAIS

Daily News says: Percy Hammond
icloses bewildering . . it is a b
; that defies cata- studies and descrij
rd with a rush like The Detroit Neuw
)k that observes no its hero a poet go
by no literary con- intellectual bootle
ideas and ideas to lyric heauty, whi

plays with it, holds every corner."
t in all its glowing John 1'. A. Wear
:range, provocative "Here is a novel I
mages, that shocks, its clear shine, hui
ty years from now, beholder. It is a
books we read are exactly, but to a c
and read and pon- tion of nature an<

. . . But, if yo
Evening Poet says: voice of the prei
tie narrative will, I which is now at 1
I an anmidlv pstab- tV,*, I.,*,*,,

I. viic IU.11JI
he will have no Vhich uses word
books as good, or straightness and
ink we know some- Mencken when it
is already secure." which has been si
pages are full of Sandburg and Bi

;he American scene biased in point of
al." he which is to havt

i: "Mr. Hecht has The New Ymk E
is no other way to satire is deadly,
i clever. But it is power. . . ."

Miss It! For Sale at All Bookse

G. PUTNAM'S SOI"
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ger's Progress
mines and cattle ranches and Wal
Street?

"'I wish Edgar Eee Masters would
write an opera or that guy Sandburg
in Chicago. Burleigh could do the
music, or George Cohan. Sandburg
» n a rV.Vior.1'

"'Cohan!' exclaimed the stout man
in horror.

" 'Well, he'd write something American,anyway. We've got to come to it,
I tell you. The public isn't going on
forever swallowing a lot of alien stuff
it can't understand simply because it
happens to be labelled classical.'

"'But, my dear fellow, you don't
mean to suggest giving up the classics!Art, after all, is universal.'

" 'Rot. Art is native and personal
Eisten. There was once a Chinese
Emperor who ordered the Chinese classicsto be detroyed because he figured
they were choking the life out of
China. Sometimes 1 think we oughf
to do the same thing.chuck the "classics"into the middle of the Atlantic
Ocean and start clean, for ourselves.'"
The difficulty with carrying out that

suggestion is that there's too much of
the said classics in ourselves. Wc
think we are new and radical and modern,with our discoveries of our souls.
The young Egyptians and the young
Greeks thought so too. A good deal
of Burnet's novel is as new as Isis and
as old as Plato.though its lovers are
far from "Platonic." At any rate it
reads well and leaves something to
remember and to meditate.

She Cast a Spell
On the Minister

DOGTOWN COMMON. By Percy Mackaye.The MacmiUan Company.
A WEIRD legend of Cape Am

forms the basis of perc:
Mackaye's saga of witchcraf

colored with the half tints of modert

psychic phenomena. Judy Rhines, th<
daughter of the witch who abides 01

Dogtown Common, whence the men g<
to the fishing and seldom cama back
casts her very human spell upon Johr
Wharf, the minister. A highly spirit
ual conception is embodied in this echi
of local tradition; Mr. Mackaye's irreg
ularly metrical verse is perfectly
adapted to the swift current of hi!
narrative that races like a turbic
brook down the hillside. The scene:

are shown with just the proper mln
gllng or uuiow uips ann paie oiue muun

light. Whittler would have liked thii
piece, however it might have shockei
hi* Rentier habit of mind. Half sav

ape traits of harsh life spent in evad
inp death hy drowning on one han<
and fire and brimstone from the pulpi
on the other, are skilfully indicated
and the eternal feminine plitteri
through the cloak of rustic clumsiness
The author of "Elsie Venner," too
would have recognized the witch's Ian
tern which has led the poet along hi
uneven way. The early nineteentl
century. Illuminated by the fearles
understanding of the early twentieth
makes entertaining reading for tin
sociologist. As poetry, it is mor

dramatic than musical. This Is om

of Mr. Mackaye's characteristics.

i
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The New Novel

, By

BEN HECHT

America'8 foremost
critics unite in acclaiming

it the Book
of the Year!

in the New York Tribune say*:
rilliant bookful of ideas, phrases,
>tions. . .

say*: "A bizarre, brilliant novel,
>ne dPunk and disorderly through
Eging. Its style is opulent with

s epigram lies in wait around

er write* in the Brooklyn Eagle:
ihat glares, dazzles, startles with
ts the eyes and the senses of the
mirror held up not to nature,

inema that utilizes for its projecilife a strong and pitiless light,
u want to hear the most powerful
5CI11, (jrareiouuu HIC KCIICIBUUII
;he head in life and letters.not
it yell of a Fitzgerald, hut a voice
s with exactness, with pitiless
the assaulting vehemence of a

wishes, or with a lyric beauty
haped noticeably by the best of
odenheim, mature, clear-seeing,
view, of course, as anything must
i a meaning, read this book."
tvning Nun wiy*: "Some of the
It is cleverness raised to the nth

Hers, $2.00
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One More Oz Bookl
, By Frank Baumj.
THE ROYAL BOOK OF OZ.

'

By L.
I'Vank Rnnm Pictures bv John R.

j NetU. Chicago: Reilly & Lee. »

I I roU will remember," writes ^
r | Mrs. Baum In her introductoryletter to the chil-
dren.and to all lovers of the old j1Wizard in hnnk nr nlav."that
when Mr. Baum went away from this
world he left behind some unfinished
notes about the Princess Ozma and
Dorothy and the jolly people of the
wonderful land of Oz. ... I am
sure that Mr. Baum would be pleased

/ V\M£jM .1

;

The Scarecrow on His Way
that Ruth Plumly Thomson, who has
known and loved the Oa stories ever
since she was a little girl, has made
this new Oz story with all the <>z
folks in it and true to life."

* If ever a man was fortunate in the
f harvesting of the field he sowed.and
t left.Frank Baum is that man. And

if ever the readers of a good story,
1 who wanted more, were lucky to get
3 another book it is the readers of this
^ "Royal Book of Oz." ,

j There is no sign of patchwork or
painful piecing out of scanty ma,terlal. The story runs on like a river.

. It deals with the Scarecrow's effort to
j find out something about his ancestors.He had to go all the way through
f the earth to get down to the roots i

, of his family tree, and the first thing
j he knew he was called an ancestor
s himself!

The story's the thing, but all the
way along there are the most delicious

g bits of word fun that remind us of
5 Alice in Wonderland. For instance,

in the land of the slow Pokes, Sir
Hokus has a servant named Pid,

j which gives him.and the reader.the
t vast satisfaction of yelling when it's

time for dinner, "Stew, Pid!" Now
' don't ask what he did when he wanted
f roast. Under those circumstances no
man of sense would care to order
roast. Stew Pid yourself!

s

! An Adolescence
I Sans Discipline
p THE ROUGH CROSSING. By Sylvia

Thompson. Houghton Mifflin Company.
IF you are interested in a child's

mind and its manner of growth
you will be interested in this

book. The story is in an English setting.carrying Elizabeth from first im|pressionn quickly forward until the
age of 12, and then on more slowly
through the years, bringing in her
two companions. Phvllls and Dorothea.
until In the last chapter she does up
her hair and Is pronounced by her
cousins as too grown up to partake
of their play-secrets.
We can And little of a mother's m1fiueneo here. Her school companions,

her boy friends and her teachers, be-
sides her reading, color and mould her
young life. We doubt if one would
like to have the grown woman for a

friend. Maybe we had an abnormal
childhood, but we were not allowed to
read some of the "stuff" Elizabeth
reads, nor have some of the "stylish"
clothes she has, nor the apparent freejdom she has, but this may be the new
method of bringing up children; if It is
we prefer the "old fashioned mother."
"She (Elizabeth) pulled the blue

enamel hatpin out of her hat, which
was tilted over one eye In a way the
servants called 'fetching,' she herselt
considered 'chic,' and her mother describedas 'revoltingly second rate.'"
There are too many imitation mothers
in this world. We like to read the
stories of children who are closer to
real mothers, and who And In mother
the biggest and bestest pal of all.un-
til "the right man" comes.

Maurice Samuel, the author of "The
Outsider," a story of a demobilized
American in Paris Just after the war. i
which is to be published in the near

future by Duflleld ft Co., was himself
n wrinuii. in me niirinHvuiT i>n on

In the A. E. F. and wan In France, not
only durlnR the war hot after It, and
writes of what he experienced and haa
neen. |'

Everybody loves this book because
it is so human and so lovable.

INVISIBLE
TIDES

By Beatrice Kean Seymour
Tliej/ all nnv irhnl tho Prorlrfettre
Journal tnv*: "INVIMIItl.K Tll'KH
must lie counti'il one of the tnnet faerliiatliii,»imI nnr of (hi- l» ft of i< < nt
novel*.' f! .09

THOMAS SELTZER
5 W. 50th St., N. Y.

ITOBER 23, 1921.

AGES J
The Small Tow
rHE FOG. Ry William Dudley Pelley.Little, Brown & Co.

EY ERAL thousand of the several
nunarcd thousand who read
"Main Street" hated the book.

rhey hated it because.well, most of
he haters could not tell exactly why.
:t was too cruelly photographic, it had
10 "story," it depicted the misery of
mall town life and left out everythingilse. These were some of the reasons.
If you belong to the "Main Street"
latere, incorporated, you are bound to
mjoy "The Fog."
That handy little help to book reviewers,"Who's Who in America," has

not.yet.heard of William Dudley
^elley. But when the Who's Who ediorgets around to it, he will make
ome interesting discoveries. , Who's
IVho will learn that Polio" """o

n a business to which he was not1
ulapted; that, he began over again
>n a low paid newspaper Job because
le liked newspaper work; that he fell
n love with the newspaper's proof

eaderand that he still loves her
ifter a score or so of years, during
vhich she has presumably corrected
i lot of things besides his copy; that
ie cuts quite a figure in Vermont's
small town Journalistic activities; that
ifter four years of perseverance he
sold a short story for $50 and that he
las sold many others since; that Foleyand his wife took a belated honeynoontrip to Japan last year; that
'The Fog" is his second novel, his first
)eing "The Greater Glory."
Like Sinclair Lewis, the author of

'The Fog" introduces his readers to
in assortment of narrow, provincial,
bigoted small town folks and small
own ways. His people of Paris, Vt.
ire true types, drawn apparently from
;he intimate acquaintanceships a small

Beat a Land Shark
And Won a Bride
THE SPOILERS OF THE VALLEY.
By Robert Watson. George H. Doran
Company.

a S surely as there is a wolf-note

J \ in some violins, so surely Is
^ there a wolf-note in some

men. Strike the wolf-note and you
set the dovils in hell jumping."
Philip Ralston intended to help his

>artner, Graham Brenchfleld, by givinghim the chance to escape after
hrt 1-1 O 1 ..1* 1 1- » 1 * *
i' uciu uki'u u uaiiKt-r una roooea

the bunk. Instead, he himself served
five years in Ukalla prison.
When he came out. It was his lot

to strike the wolf-note in Hrenchflcld,who at first recognizes him but
will not publicly admit it.
Brenchfleld in the five years' time

has become a wealthy land owner,
errain dealer, and *ayor of Vernock.
fncidentally he built his success
Dn fraud of various kinds.
How I'hilip uncovers this, follows

the criminal to his death, and wins
the hand of Eileen Pederstone, forms
in exciting tale of romantic adventure
In the valley of the Okanagan in westernCanada.
As literature, the book is not particularlydistinguished, but the author

lias the happy faculty of making his
sharacters live and move and breathe
.and cwear.against their backgroundHe evidently forgets that a
ittle "language" goes farther in print
than in speech.
As a medium for e*nrensinir his own

personal convictions, set forth through
lie different characters as mouthpieces,the book serves him well.
S'hilip says: "I am Just beginning to
llscover that 'ear is the greatest devil
we have to contend with and that the
ess we worry about It the less real
ind the more a mere bogey it be. omes,"
Again, Bronohfleld deprecates tho

"lumber of Chinese in the I ikanagan.
ro which the editor of the local newspaperreplies: "But you know who
prought them here. You fellows with
he ranches, looking for cheap help,
lid it. , . . They're likely to rout
js out of house and land before they're
through with us."
Kileen Pederstone believes that each

nan should work for himself, not In
he employ of another on salary. She
furnishes the inceptive that results in
i successful real estate business conluctedby Philip Ralston and Jim
Langford as partners, on commission
>nly.
Comedy Is furnished a-plenty

hrough Jim's antics when he ocoa

ionallydrinks too much, in the days
Jefore he becomes a serious business
nan, and by Sol Hanson, the big
twede in the smithy. For pathos,
here is Smller. the supposed halfwitteddumb lspy. who. nevertheless,
lad brains enough to help others out
>f many a difficulty. For friendship,
here Is tho relation between Phil and
Itm. As for love, Phil's early respect
Mid admiration for Kileen develop
normally and wholesomely Into the
leeper feeling, without undue sentlnentalityor eroticism, which Is sayngsomething these days.

Edith Adams Brown.

l"'""
Rupert Hughes says that

I BRASS
CHARLES G. NORRIS'S

new novel of marriage, "takes a place
at once among the big books of America.It is a 'criticism of life' of amasingtruth, bravery and vividness."

tt.OO at any book rhop or from

F,. P. Dutton A Co., 681 5th A*., N. Y.

'*

n's Looking Up
town editor makes. It is a safe hazard
that the favorite occupation of I'elley's
townsmen just now is a guessing con-
test as to the real life identities of
"The Fog's" fictional character, for
uif »iory swings aiong with all the I
smoothness apd movement of actual [
biography; the biography of a fictional
Nathaniel Forge, as set down by his «

close friend. Bill. 4

To muke another comparison, "The I
Fog" possesses inspirational qualities gwhich "Main Street" conspicuously 2
lacked. Nathaniel Forge starts off in g
life from next to nowhere, and after |thirty years emerges triumphant from 1
out of the fog created by a hypocriti- J
cal futher, a neurasthenic mother, a j
common or garden variety of sister, |
a bevy of village belles, poverty, bad j
home training:, and a boy's size job in |
the village tannery. The misery and =

sordidness is, however, brightened and |
beautified with pictures of the fine (
types produced by the same environ- |
ment.such as the hard headed tan- I
ner who loves poetry, the school |
teacher who helps Nathaniel hold fast »

to his standards, and the old livery
stableproprietor who shows himself a

philosopher and friend. Then, too,
there's the glorious Girl-\Vithout-ANameand her lovable faster mother.

"He may have been safe as you state,"
says Bill.

"But I called him out, and he's out
until

It's snowing in hell and there's sand
on the sea

That's the kind of £>n ump I am."
says he.

The above is culled from "Hearts
and the Diamond," a baseball story by
Gerald Beaumont, which is to be pubj
lished this fall by Dodd. Mead.

Ever Ou
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The Man. DON MUCH By

Author a

A mn TMPHAWT fale urhirh in re

/V great American West of tods
tling good story somuch more

" al
the average that you feel you're
witnessing the lovable Don Mik
cious battle for honor and .a
enemy's daughter. So vividly real
greatest of Peter B. Kyne's c

become that, well.if you've th
American's love of wit, romanc

ture and magnificent bluff,the p
the next room will hear a vigorc
when you reach the amazing

Don't wait till tomorrow to btj

R(SjCOPOlitSE B<X
Dean CornweU ,*%*«,US*

<£tf®w<sU 2Si
GeorgeGibb

A new typo of
a writer of quick/YOUTH

TRI
M Uriiliant in charactevizat
I treatment is this story o

slums, who hides her sex um

M a newsboy. Thjs outwnvdlj
r.wearinp hard-fiphtinp he
sympathies end interest.

At All ft )oi>icllcr.1 S2/J0

0. AfPtfTON

A romance of tht Spanish Mai

MARTIN 1
VENGEAN

By
JEFFERY FARNOL

Author of
THE RROAlt HIGHWA)
This is a stirring romance of the

Spanish Main in the days of the Pirates,in which many of the characters
in "Black Bartlemy's Treasure" reappear.

$2.00 wherever hook* are sold

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY
Publishers, Boston

11

Atl intimate interpretation
of icomen* true mlten.

TheWINGS
of TIME

By Elizabeth Nf wp-rt Hepburn
A novel that brings home a toooftenforgotten truth. life Is
something more than falling in
love. Friendships, ambitions,
work havo to he taken into
account. The heroine of this
novel (whose personality draws
to her men and women alike)
has a happy, satisfying romance,
but her life Is full to overflow
with more than thut. *t.7."5.

F. A. STOKES COMPANY
443 Fourth Ave. New York
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URSULA ^
TRENT |

By W. L. George |
is amazing woman readers. "I think S
Ursula is absolutely real. It is quite ®
worrying to see how completely men
can Unci us oat," la how one woman 3
summed it up. It is full of revelation
for men. on what women really think =

aljout them. It Is the noted feminist's
intimate story of tfao baffling modern s
woman.

At all bookstores. ti.OO.
HARPER & BROTHERS P
Est. 1817 New York gp

wn.iiiipiw. §

JULIA TAKES
HER CHANCE
By CONCORDIA MERREL

A breathlessly interesting story
of a girl who dared. Thrilling
exciting.a sheer delight.

Price $2.00
THOMAS SELTZER, New York

i a Book That
!e You Want To Cheer
For The People In It?
R B A D

f "Palomar
3eter B. Kyne
"Kindred of the Dust"

prets the

& duua- V9 t

friendly jjpdo these f
laracters Ak
average

l w'lr
jrson in ^\ !)
as cheer v \| ^

Climax. Th«Oirl, katparxxx

m this most human of stories

k iporatiCQ S^n^S!^ Store-$2.00
n.ptcw Tom

y
I
nystery story by
iction best sellers.

JMPHANT.
on and triumphant in
Patsy, wcif of the

cv the tattered «arb of M
vicious? defiant, hard-

oinc will arouse your I

THIS if. AN APPLtTOS BOOK

[ COMPANY.
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t in the Days of the Pirates
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